CHAPTER VIII

THAT night, close to a small hamlet a regiment of Red Army
men crossed the Don on rafts made of boards and logs.
The cossack squadron holding the hamlet was taken by
surprise, for the majority of them were on the spree. Since
early evening their wives had been arriving at the cossack
quarters to visit their husbands. With them they brought
victuals, and home-distilled vodka in pitchers and buckets.
By midnight everybody was thoroughly drunk. Songs
could be heard coming from the dug-outs, and drunken
women's squeals, men's laughter and whistling. . . . The
twenty cossacks on picket duty also took part in the drinking
bout, leaving two gunners and a bucket of vodka by the
machine-gun.
The laden Red Army rafts cast off in complete silence
from the right bank of the Don. The men landed on the
opposite bank, deployed in line, and silently moved towards
the dug-outs, which lay some four hundred feet back from
the river.
The sappers who had built the rafts swiftly rowed back
for a new party of Red Army men.
On the left bank, except for the disconnected cossack
singing not a sound was to be heard for five minutes or so ;'
then hand grenades began to burst hollowly, a machine-gun
started to stutter, disorderly rifle fire at once broke out,
and a quivering lt Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! " rolled far
through the night,
The squadron was overwhelmed, and escaped total
annihilation only because pursuit was impossible in the
impenetrable nocturnal darkness.
Suffering only insignificant losses, the cossacks with their
women ran in panicky disorder across the meadows towards
Vtesfaenska. But meantime the rafts had brought fresh
parties of Red Army men across from the right' bank, and
a half company of the first battalion of the Third Regiment,